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From MAGNIFICENCE UNDER GROUND
IN that deep gulf, where all past times are thrown,
Where waning moons and setting suns are gone;
There months and days, extinguishing their light,
Are lost and buried in eternal night:
Our fathers' ages and our youth there cast,
Our yesterdays and their thousand years past. . . .
Were there a globe, in which we all could see
The world reversed, in Fate's geography;
Could we the ancients' drowned lands all there view,
And with them, all their buried treasure too;
The vast plantations of all ages dead,
The Men towers and towns in ruins spread;
The dries, and inhabitants, there thrust.
Cities now measuring new bounds in dust,
And with their suburbs stretching by degrees
Until they border on th1 Antipodes. . .
Compared with this dark globe of all below,
How small a point would this globe of ours show!